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the place:  but my prayer was not importunate; and I did not
require that it should happen for the sake of my petition.

The place was ohtained by a far inferior competitor. I was
dreadfully troubled at this news; I hastened to my room, tho
door of which I locked behind me. The first fit of grief went off
in a shower of tears; the next thought was, " Yet it was not; by
chance that it happened;" and instantly I formed the resolution
to be well content with it, seeing even this apparent evil would
be for my true advantage. The softest emotions then pressed in
upon me, and divided all the clouds of sorrow. I felt that, with
^help like this, there was nothing one might not endure. At
dinner I appeared quite cheerful, to the great astonishment of
all the house.

Narciss had less internal force than I, and I was called upon
to comfort him. In his family, too, he had many crosses to en-
counter, some of which afflicted him considerably; and, such true
confidence subsisting between us, he intrusted me with all, His
negotiations for entering on foreign service were not more fortu-
nate ; all this I felt deeply on his account and mine; all this too
I ultimately carried to the place where my petitions had already
been so well received.

The softer these experiences were, the oftener did I endeavour
to renew them; I hoped- continually to meet with comfort where
I had so often met with it. Yet I did not always meet with it:
I was as one that goes to warm him in the sunshine, while there
is something standing in the way that makes a shadow. " What
is this ?" I asked myself. I traced the matter zealously, and soon
perceived that it all depended on the situation of my soul: if this
was not turned in the straightest direction towards God, I still
continued cold; I did not feel his counter-influence,- I could
obtain no answer. . The second question was : " What hinders
this direction ?" Here I was in a wide field; I perplexed myself
in an inquiry, which lasted nearly all the second year of my
attachment to Narciss. I might have ended the investigation
sooner ; for it was not long till I had got upon the proper trace;
but I would not confess it, and I sought a thousand outlets.

I very soon discovered that the straight direction of my soul
was marred by foolish dissipations, and employment with un-
worthy things. The How and the Where were clear enough to
xae. Yet by what means could I help myself, or extricate my
rnird from the calls of a world where everything was either cold